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little  girl 


Little  girl 

standin'  by 

the  side  of   the  road. 

How    do  you  know 

what  I've  done. 

How  do  you  know 

I'm  good    or    bad. 

How  do  you  know 

I'm  not  sad. 

Livin'  is  lousy, 

if  you  can't  stand  pain, 

of  two  broken  hearts 

and  too  much  cocaine. 

So  get  it  together 

and  set  yourself  free. 

Little  girl, 

without  you, 

I'm  just  me. 


-sty    Question    (_Jl   aLife 


The  languishing  afternoon  light  outlines  three  small  boys  filing  along  a  familiar  homeward  path. 
Mark,  the  oldest,  stops  his  younger  brothers  and  cautiously  points  to  an  inert,  grayish  mound  of 
fur.   Paul  and  John  draw  close  to  Mark  and  inspect  the  beast.    At  that  moment  a  curious  wind  snaps 
dried  oak  leaves  together  and  weaves  its  way  along  the  path  Into  the  faces  of  the  boys. 
"It  moved!"  cries  out  Paul. 

The  wind  shifts  tufts  of  fur  along  the  length  of  the  unidentified  form.   Mark  boldly  steps  fore- 
ward  for  a  closer  Inspection,  adding  that  the  animal  might  be  dead,  therefore  harmless. 

"Here's  a  stick.      Pok'm    .  .  .  ,  see  if  he  moves,"  offers  Paul  upon  seeing  Mark's  courage. 
Paul    slides  up  behind   Mark   as  the  stick  reveals  four  soft  paws  and  the  outline  of  a  small 
head;  all  of  which  are  very  still;  very,  very,  very  still.  "He's  dead,"  stutters  paul. 

John  comes  forward  and  squeezes  in  front  of  the  other  two.  The  quiet  youth  then  squats 
down  by  the  animal,  unperturbed  by  the  apparent  presence  of  death,  and  stares  silently  at  the 
quiet  shape.  Mark  watches  John's  curious  movements  then  asserts  his  position  of  leadership 
pronouncing  the  lump  dead,  worthless,  and  of  no  more  need  for  concern.  "Besides,  it's  getting 
dark  and  we've  got  to  get  home." 

Mark   steps   around   the   squatting  figure  of  John  and  strides  homeward.     Paul  follows,  then 
half  suggests,  half  questions:  "Maybe  we  ought  to  bury  him?" 

"Forget   it.      The   dogs'll   take  care  of  it,"  orders  Mark  and  then  demands  to  the  unmoving 
John,  "Are  you  coming?" 

"It's  not  dead,"  proclaims  John.    Paul's  face  drops  fearfully.   Mark  steps  towards  John  and 
the  main  object  of  concern. 

"What   are   you  talking  about?     That  animal,  whatever  it  is,  is  dead.   I  said  it  was  dead  and 
that  means  it's  dead.     C'mon  weirdo,  you  going  to  come  home  with  us  or  sit  out  all  night  rotting 
with  that  thing?"   yells  Mark  authoritatively  to  John. 
"It's  not  dead,"  little  John  persists. 

Mark  walks  up  and  slams  the  heel  of  his  shoe  down  on  the  unflinching  animal.   Several  bones 
crack   and  a   rivulet  of  blood  flows  from  the  twisted  mouth  onto  the  ashen  dust  of  the  path.    "If 
he    wasn't    dead   before  .   he's   dead  now,"   and  adds,  "besides,  he  was  probably  sick  and  going 
to   die   anyway."      Mark  hurriedly  turns  away  from  the  scene  and  makes  his  way  down  the  path. 
"Yeah,"  contributes  Paul  and  follows  Mark  home. 

John  sympathetically  strokes  the  lifeless  lump  and  follows  the  other  two  boys  home. 
"Yeah,"  he  selflessly  agrees  without  conviction,  without  malice. 
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No 


One 


Wanted 


Him 


Once  upon  a  time  long,  long  ago  a  massive 
man  (huger  and  more  powerful  than  anyone  had 
ever  seen)  looked  down  upon  the  world  and  saw 
hate,  spite,  and  selfishness.  He  then  called 
upon  a  character  named  Peace  to  go  to  work 
for  him. 

"Peace,"  he  said  in  a  loud  voice,  "See  that 
planet  down  there.  Well,  as  far  as  I  can  see  It's 
having  problems-wars,  arguments.and  that  kind 
of  stuff.  I  want  you  to  go  down  there  and  patch 
up  things  before  they  kill  every  living  creature." 

"Yes,  sir,"  replied  Peace. 

Not  long  after  that  tranquil  little  Peace 
arrived   on  this  planet  by  a  special  carrier. 
I    would    say    he   came   about  a  thousand   years 
ago    to   start  his   campaign  against  whatever   it 
is  that  makes  people  the  way  they  are. 

So  it  was  decided  that  Peace  was  to  set  up 
a   stand   displaying   envelopes   which  were  filled 
with  friendship,  love,  and  serenity.   All  the  people 
had    to    do    was    walk    up  to  the   stand  and  take 
an  envelope. 

Do  you  think  people  wanted  these  envelopes? 
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Joan  Walker 


Remember! 

A  crystal  clear  stream  that  flowed  through  the  forest 

Remember! 

The  clean  fresh  air  that  saturated  our  planet. 

Remember! 

The  golden  buttercups  lining  the  country  paths. 


Remember! 

The  waterways  filled  with  detergent  suds  and  oil  films. 

Remember ! 

The  smoke  and   chemical  compounds  which  infiltrate  the  air. 

Remember ! 

The  tin  cans,  bottles,  and  cigarette  packs  along  the  roadsides. 
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The  moonlight  cast  shadows  amidst  the  rows  and  rows  of  tombstones  in  the  Eternal  Peace  Cemetary. 
Every  so  often,  a  branch  or  twig  crackled,  breaking  the  spellboundlng  silence  of  death.   The  pervading 
effects  did  not  seem  to  bother  the  young  girl  sitting  in  front  of  Issac  Howland's  grave  who  had  been 
resting  there  since  1832.   Her  angelic  prescence  was  unnatural  in  this  ancient  burial  ground. 

Suddenly,  the  figure  of  a  man  began  to  approach  the  frail  frame  of  the  woman  from  a  misty  distance. 
His  enticing  hand  beckoned  to  her  with  a  gesture  signifying  an  act  of  endearment.    She  rose  from  her 
position  and  yielded  her  eyes,  arms,  and  love  to  this  cryptic  rite.   The  happiness  and  joy  they  felt  in 
beholding  one  another  disturbed  the  stifling  atmosphere  surrounding  the  pair.   After  embracing  the 
patient  maiden,  the  young  seaman  began  to  dissolve  into  the  darkness.   The  girl,  as  if  screaming  to 
break  a  sound  barrier,  chanted  "  Why?  Why?  Why?  "  until  the  form  was  only  a  grayish  shadow;  she 
then  sat  to  await  for  his  next  arrival. 
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Joan  Walker 


I  saw  the  sun  today. 

The  color  of  it,  I  did  not  know 

I  saw  the  moon  last  night; 

The  color,  it  was  gray 

I  saw  in  the  moon  the  faces  of  the  world. 

A  starving  child  in  India. 

An  old  woman  deaf  and  blind  in  Pakistan, 

A  man  dying  to  taste  pure  water  in  Africa, 

And  last  of  all,  the  men  who  have  died  in  war. 

Look  at  the  moon  tonight, 

And  I  am  sure,  you  will  see  no  sun  tomorrow. 
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Our  point  of  view 

The  table.  The  table  and  the  chair.  Hard  and  smooth, 
corners  are  square  and  sharp.  Sharp.  And  so  smooth 
the  wood  feels  soft  when  we  run  the  hands  over  the 
surface.  The  wood  grain  Is  to  trace  the  fingers  along. 
Just  to  trace  them  along. 

Why  are  you  fust  sitting  there?  Go  out  and  play    with  the 
other  children.    Run  along  child,   run  along. 

The  tongue  rests  against  the  smooth  teeth  and  runs 
over  the  sharp  edges.  Top.  Around.  Bottom.  And 
rests  in  the  hollow  at  the  floor  of  the  mouth.  The  hands 
run  across  the  table  and  the  feet  shift.  Stand.  One 
foot  and  the  other.  The  floor  is  hard  and  slippery 
under  the  feet.    Skuff.    Skuff. 


Don't  do  that!    What  are  you  doing  to  my  clean  iloor? 

Shouting  grates  against  the  ears  after  filtering 
through  the  tickling  hair  resting  lightly  over  the  ears. 
Grey  cement  walls  rasp  against  fingertips  and  the  toes 
touch  the  floor.  Footsteps  sounds  bounce  from  floor 
to  ceiling  to  walls  and  to  the  ears.  Down  the  stairs. 
Step.   Step.   Down.   Down. 

The   hands   push  flat  against  the  cool  hard  glass. 

Warm  earth  smell  and  people  wandering  in  front 
of  the  eyes.  Wait  for  a  tar  path  to  see,  follow  across. 
Sunlight,  flicker.   Flicker  through  the  eyelashes. 

Damp  grass  under  the  feet.  Wet  grass  stuck  between 
the  toes.  Warm  all  around.  Friendly  gesture  talking 
man.  There  he  is  sitting  on  the  grass  under  the  meeting 
tree.  We  walk  over  near  him  and  watch.  Sit  and  watch. 
Watch  his  hair  blow  in  the  breeze  like  shredded  curtains, 
and  watch  his  face  change  expressions;  soft  greek  masks 
all.  The  shadows  flicker  and  play  on  his  face  as  he 
talks  and  moves.  His  hands  gesture  in  a  graceful  but 
definite  way.   And  we  watchjsit  and  watch. 


How  Joshua  sees  it 

I  strode  across  the  grass  and  met  Stephen  sitting 
under  the  tree.  It  was  a  beautiful  day.  Early  spring, 
warm. 

"Hi."  he  greeted  me  cheerfully.  I  smiled  back. 
Slightly  older  than  I,  Stephen  was  a  handsome  fellow. 
He  had  let  his  golden  brown  hair  grow  long  whereas 
I  kept  mine  at  a  shorter,  sensible  length.  High  cheek 
bones  made  him  look  a  bit  skeletal ,  but  the  effect  wasn't 
bad  I  must  admit. 


I  sat   down  awkwardly  on  the  grass  near  him.   He 
sat  crosslegged  leaning  against  a  tree. 

"I  asked  you  to  meet  me  here  to  discuss  the  landing  of 
the  Lains." 

"Yes,  I  thought  it  would  be  that.  They  radioed 
via  the  space  station  that  they  should  be  arriving  in 
two  weeks." 


Outpoint  of  view 

The  other  man  is  across  the  park  and  sit  s  near  the 
there  one.  The  new  one  has  trained,  short  dark  hair 
and  a  set  hard  face.  Watch  the  hidden  emotions  change 
the  surface  occasionally,  but  usually  smooth,  nothing. 
Not  even  soft.   Nothing. 

We  picked  the  grass  and  dirt  off  the  feet,  and  carefully, 
from  between  the  toes,  put  back  on  the  warm  socks 
and  tied;  through  and  around. 

Walk   soft   over  the  grass  then  step  down  the  walk 
and    over    and   over   to   the   door.      Push.    Reverse,  up 
now.   Grey  cement  rasps  the  fingertips. 

We  walk  In  the  apartment.  Livingroom  carpet  thick 
under  the  feet.  The  walls  are  scattering  silverpatterns 
that  stab  the  eye  with  shards  of  reflected  light. 

Sit  down  on  the  red  velvet  couch  soft,  soft.  Hands 
run  respectfully  over  it.  Up  and  down,  over  the  lumps- 
hills  of  the  velvet  world. 

What  are  you  doing  with  your  feet  on  that  nice  couch? 
That  couch  cost  money.    Do  you  understand?    And 
don't  play  with  the  rubber  plant.    It  will  die.    No 
respect  these  young  people,  none  at  all. 

Not  to  die  green.  No,  no.   Stop.   Smooth,  springy 
green  contrasted  with  the  rough  smoothness  of  the  red. 
Words,   tones,   blend  and   go  up  and  down.  Seperate,  they 
do,  and  come  together'  dance  in  the  air.   Dance  to  the 
ear. 
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Joshua 


"We  have  to  stop  them."  I  insisted.    "They  are  a 


threat  to  our  society.  Why,  who  knows  what  they  might 
bring  with  them?  They  could  ruin  our  economy.  We 
must  not  let  them  come.  They  can  do  nothing  but  harm 
Why  all  mankind    is    in    danger." 

"Calm  down."  Stephen  smiled  at  me  and  tossed 
his  hair  out  of  his  eyes.  "Calm  down.  Why  can't 
we  be  friends  with  them?  How  do  we  know  that  they  are 
hostile,  how  do  we  know  that  they  will  ruin  our  economy? 
We  do  not  have  to  trade  with  them  unless  it  will  be 
benificial  to  both  of  us." 

"But   once   they   land,  are  here,  we  could  not  turn 
them    down.      Besides,   think  of  all   the   alien  diseases 
they    could    bring    with    them.       They    could    infest  our 
stable    society    with    corrupting    ideas    of    religion    and 
government." 

"No  ,  I  don't  believe  that  is  so.  If  we  are  as  stable 
as  you  say  we  are,  new  ideas  will  not  affect  us  to  any 
great  extent.  As  for  disease,  I  have  already  talked  to  them 
and  theirs  is  a  race  free  of  disease.  They  seem  to  be 
friendly  peace  loving  beings  whose  intent  is  to  gain 
and  exchange  knowlege  of  our  different  cultures." 

"But  they  are  not  like  us.  We  can  not  let  them  come. 
I  shall  get  the  Guard  to  support  me.  And  that's  all 
there  is  to  it!"  and  I  strode  off. 


The  harsh  man  strides  into  the  glowing  panorama. 
He  has  a  gun  leveled  at  the  gesturing  man  and  calls  a 
warning  which  makes  us  flinch  with  it's  implications. 
The  blackness  of  the  gun  shines  white  in  the  light.  The 
gesturing  man  implores  with  his  face  and  mouth.  His 
arm  hesitates,  he  reaches  into  his  jacket  brings  out  a 
pistol. 

Hard  against  the  foot.  The  pistol  lands  hard  against 
the  foot.  The  feeling  revertebrates  the  toes  and  up  the 
leg  with  its  cry. 

The  black  sound  hits  the  ears  and  the  gesturing  man 
falls  softly  to  the  ground  and  lies  still. 

And   we  watch.   And  we  watch. 


nawn  oeverly 


"Wait!"      Stephen   called  after  me.    "Please  no 
force!    give  them  a  chance.    Don't  make  me...." 

I  was  gone.   I  missed  the  rest  of  what  he  was  saying. 
Idealist! 


Our  point  of  view 


We    watch  the   large  whirring  metalic  orb  land 
burningly   on  the   grass   in  the   center  of  the  park.   It's 
noise   fuzz   and  deafen  the   ears   like   a  thousand  wasps 
beating    the    air.       The   earth  trembles   under   the  feet 
like  a  swelling  dense  sea. 

The  sunlight  is  amplified  a  thousand  times  reflecting 
off  the  metal  surface  and  lighting  the  trees  and  grass 
to  a  blurr  under  its  intensity. 

The  figure  of  the  soft  gesturing  man  stands  facing 
the   spaceship  as   one  would  a  huge  idol.    He  looks  as  a 
god    himself    with    his   blazing  hair  and  delicate  face 
mirroring  all  that  brightness. 


PROVINCETOWN 


Frank  Gallant 


The  young  couple  stands  at  the  bar, 

\n  old  fashioned  glass  is  placed  on  the  mahogany  top; 

\  handsome  finely  finished  wood. 

Affectionate  hands  move  to  the  lover's  waist 

They  laugh  quietly,  easily 

Close,  private  words  of  lovers 

rhey    move  through  the  smoke  and  crowd  to  the  dance  floor. 

jrass  reeks  illegitmately,  two  policeman  move  restlessly  at  the  door 

Scanning  up  the  club,  glasses  part  lips,  detect  the  outlaw  smell, 

Smile  inconsciously;  I  turn  to  watch  an  innocently  perfumed  neck. 

Her  unfettered  breasts  brush  Her  unfettered  breasts  touch  my  arm, excuse  me- 

She  makes  her  way  to  the  Ladies   Room. 

The  electric  bards  mesmerize  the  crowd,  spectator  boot  heals  time  the  evening. 


...Watch  the  dance  floor. 

They  are  into  the  music  quickly 

Sympathetic  bodies  move  together 

Hands,  elbows,  thighs  sensuously  flowing,  pumping 

in  love  mimicry. 

They  move  closer 
long,  thin  gracefully  carved  hands 
Cradle  the  fluid  grind  of  the  female  hips 
They  move  apart... 

Their  faces  in  a  half  smile,  in  one  ecstatic  moment 
Transcending  time...  as  the  music  reaches  orgasmic  bounds 

The  music  stops. 

Two  men   closely  follow  each  other  to  the  end  of  the  bar 

They  order  another  drink. 


to 


the 


literally,  vividly, 
sexually  frank, 
classic  curvaceous 
exhibited  flank; 

rising  libido, 

genuine  lust, 

suggesting  the  tunnel 

of  womanhood  must 


horm 


one 


honey 


be  enchantingly  romantic 
(  sadistically  sick  ) 

for  the  teasing,  virgin, 
narcisistic  chic. 
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Zrorgotten 


oLandi 


And  I  started  walking 

You  said  good-bye  ,  forever. 

far  away  to  forgotten  lands, 
where  familiar  thoughts  never  walk 

and  new  loves  wait  to  be  found. 
But,  I  got  tired  and  lonely, 
looking  in  the  wrong  room, 
always  hoping  I'ld  stop  my  frown 
from  dragging  me  down, 
beneath  the  world  that  was  real. 
I  need  somebody  to  take  me  away 
to  forgotten  lands, 

where  familiar  thoughts  never  walk 

and  new  loves  wait  to  be  found. 

It  may  be  rough  enough 

to  make  me  cry, 

but  one  thing's  for  sure, 

I  won't  say  good-bye,  forever.  ICTCHC©    Bym6 


I  say  I've  never  loved 
And  now  I  know  it's  true, 

'Cause  up  till  now  I  never  hated 
Anyone  but  you. 

Please  see  what  I  am  saying, 

Please  hear  what  I  have  said; 
I  hate  you  more  than  anything 
But  I'll  love  you  when  you're  dead. 

I  know  it's  hard  to  understand 
Exact  ly  what  I  mean. 
Instead  of  being  black  or  white 
It's  sort  of  yellow  green. 

But  one  thing  I  know  I'm  sure 
That  you  belong  to  me, 
I  cannot  give  my  life  to  you 
But  death  can  set  us  free. 


/  say  I've  never  loved. 
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The  Silent  Years 


Richard  DeSorgher 
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fragments 


from  questions 

st ambling  after 

answers 

come  pieces  of  dreams 

Intense, 

personal, 

felt  and  still  feeling: 

1  am  alone 

with  the  tears  of  confusion, 

striving  to  find 

the  stronger  of  those 

broken  dream  pieces. 


thomas  slayter 

arthur 


That  Kind  of  Day 


Gail  went  to  the  window  and  looked  out. 
She  felt  a  giggle  coming  Into  her  throat.  It 
froze  there  and  laughed  silently. 

She  ran  outside  the  house  and  smiled  at 
the   warm   dampness   of  the   lawn  under  her 
bare   feet.      She  pranced  on  it,  and  danced  on 
it.   It  was  that  kind  of  day. 

"Gail?"  her  mother  called  from  inside. 

Gail  laughed  inwardly  and  took  off  run- 
ning down  the  street.  She  came  to  the  lake 
and  waded  in.  The  water  was  cool  around 
her  ankles.  A  frog  croaked  and  a  bird  chirped. 
The  non-silence  of  nature  prevailed. 

Gall  waded  out  a  little  further  and  watched 
her  jeans  turn  a  deeper  blue  as  the  water  crept 
up.   She  went  under  for  the  last  time. 

After    all,    It   was  that  kind  of  day. 


pawn  oeverly 
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There  are  countless  kinds  of  sound 
In  the  world;   for  example,  sound  of  sea 
waves,  sound  of  a  moving  wind,  and  the 
best  sound  of  all,  the  vocal  sounds  made 
by   men.      Down  In  the  Tang  Dynasty,  a 
famous    writer,  Hon  Yue  (768-824),  said 
"All  things   tend  to  express  themselves 
upon   Intolerance.     Plants  are  soundless 
but  they  give  sound  when  swayed  by  the 
wind.     Gold  and  stones  give  expressions 
upon   hitting.      Wild  animals   roar  when 
they  are  hungry.     Men  are  all  the  same, 
any  noises  they  make  always  have  their 
mean    ngs   and  reasons.     The  best  sound 
of  men  is  language.     Men  top  all  things 
by  having  the  finest  way  of  communica- 
tion."    Unlike  animals  who  just  give  ab- 
stract expressions  to  convey  their  ideas, 
we    human;   are  able    to  exchange   our 
ideas    freely    by     meaningful  sounds   or 
written  signs. 

Language  is  Invented  from  necessity. 
As  men  are  by  nature  gregarious,  their 
needs  are  many;  mutual  help  Is  abso- 
lutely necessary  and  the  exchange  of 
ideas  is  indispensible.  Just  put  your- 
self in  a  foreign  country,  the  language 
of  which  you  are  ignorant;  you  would 
soon  realize  how  miserable  It  is  to  be 
unable  to  communicate  with  others. 

To  be  deprived  of  means  of  commu- 
nication is  quite  a  pain,  for  understand- 
ing ceases  to  exist.  As  a  member  of  a 
minority  group  in  the  United  States,  I 
know  many  people  of  my  ethnic  origin 
who  have  encountered  numerous  incon- 
veniences, or  even  worse,  embarrasment 
because  of  language  difficulties.  For 
those  who  can't  speak  English,  when 
looking  for  a  room  to  stay,  they  must 
confine  themselves  to  Chinatown  or  to 
houses  owned  by  Chinese  people.  When 
they  go  shopping,  bargaining  is  impos- 
sible and  one  must  buy  as  the  price  tags 
indicate.  The  worst  thing  is  that  when 
a  person  is  bullied  by  someone  they  are 
unable  to  tell  the  police  .  When  he  is 
sick,  he  must  find  a  Chinese  doctor 
otherwise  he  would  not  be  able  to  tell 
his  problems. 


Communication  medium 
language 


Communication  is  a  delicate  task  to 
perform,  also,  especially  where  the  use 
of    abstract  words   is   concerned.      The 
incapability    to    communicate   is   painful 
but  mistaken  communication  is  disastrous. 
A  person  has  to  be  extra  aware  when  he 
uses,  or  listens  to,  abstract  words.   He 
has  to  make  sure  the  sense  with  which 
his  associates  view  the  words.    For  ex- 
ample,  the   word   'virtue!      a   criminal 
might  consider  a  non-criminal  a  man  of 
•virtue.'      However,   the  way  Confuscius 
looks   at   it  would  be  entirely  different. 

Another  language  problem  is  mis- 
interpretation. Some  people  quarrel  or 
even  fight  because  their  message  has 
been  misinterpreted.  When  we  reflect 
upon  ourselves  we  would  probably  find 
our  way  of  communication  leaves  room 
for  improvement.  If  we  find  that  we  are 
not  always  welcomed  by  others,  we  might 
as  well  amend  our  way  of  talking  to  see 
If  we  are  always  demanding  or  offensive. 
We  may  have  insulted  somebody  without 
noticing  it. 

Since  the  invention  of  language,  men 
have  been  able  to  communicate  by  oral 
or  written  signs.  Though  movies  and 
pictures  are  also  a  means  of  expression, 
we  rely  a  great  deal  on  oral  language  to 
communicate  ideas.  This  is  not  onlyvital 
but  Indispensable.  The  possession  of 
language  is  the  greatest  gift  of  man.  Lan- 
guage is  the  key  to  civilization  and  culture. 
No  language  —  nothing  at  all. 

However ,  as  no  one  language  is  uni- 
versal, the  language  problem  remains  a 
a  hazard  to  the  mutual  understanding  be- 
tween peoples.  We  need  to  smoothen  our 
means  of  communication  so  as  to  bring 
a  more  vivid  meaning  to  abstract  words, 
to  avoid  misinterpretation.  The  progress 
of  learning  another's  language  is  not  a 
matter  of  years.  Language,  like  tradition, 
takes  time  to  develop. 


Anita  Szeto 
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$ avarder  _Jtvec    la     Vie 

or     J  ale   of   a    ^>tratv    Irh 


Part    1 
(Chatting    with    life    is   a   breath,   a   leap,    rolling  about,  and  a  birth.) 
"Pepper,   please,    I   don't  believe  that  John  really  had  anything 
to  do  with  It,  first — mmmmmm,  slurp-- he  was  running  and-  uhmm  .." 
"That's  about  all  anyone  knows,  we  have  to  know  more." 

Joshua    Prinket   was   persuing  the  acreage  that  he  had  newly 
acquired   for   a   reasonable   price,  he  is  already  measuring  his  fence 

by  feet,  that  hardly  reached  two,  and  he  planned  his  own  world  before 
each  step. 

Part  11 
Tall  golden  wheat  lean  in  the  wind,  sighing  and  mocking  the  corn 
that  beyond  its  beauty  In  shapely  curves  cries  with  a  breeze  mourning 
its  toil  to  lean  and  stretch  its  stiff  back,  and  return  a  majestic  gaze 
and  blur  of  a  fuzzy-like  plume  to  the  friendly  wheat  that  begins  to 
silence  its  ways. 

A. soft  sun  in  a  deep  blue  sky  presides,  overseeing  the  hummingbirds 
and  counting  thousands  of  beats  in  the  tiny  wings  seconds  of  sweet 
inhalation.  A  butterfly  slips  lastly  through  the  restless  breeze  and 
touches  each  new  space  of  air  with  original  grace  in  motion.  This 
ballet  continues  for  hours,  and  hours  don't  even  exist,  but  for  inches 
back  and  fourth  that  all  have  crossed. 

Worlds  of  prairie  cultures  exist  beneath  the  trees  of  corn  and  wheat, 
and    even    ants    appear    at   edges   of  fields.     Pretending  not  to  care 
about    anything,    the    scarecrow   contradicts   the   sun  and  all  else  in 
the  intricately  balanced  world  around. 

Part  111 
Walking  for  something  to  do,  to  think. 

Joshua  parts  the  talking  grass  and  kicks  at  some. 

Dusk  is  about  to  come,  he  lies,  crushing  the  wheat  as  a  pillow  beneath 
his  blanket. 

Lighting  a  candle  with  a  flickering  burst  of  fire  from  the  fourth 
wooden  match  to  strike  on  a  strange  wind. 

Lying  asleep  for  moments,  Joshua  knows  and  hears  the  crackling  of 
violent  flame  around  him  and  he  sees  the  world,  its  sky  all  afire, 
burning  brilliantly  golden  ahd  blue,  than  black  smoke  fills  his  eyes; 
Alone,  away,  but  cold,  he  can't  stand,  so  sits  and  wonders. 

Part  IV 
Awake,  Awake. 

Smoldering  ash,  Joshua  clenches  and  blisters  his  hands,  and  he 
grovels  in  the  black  earth  that  he  had  caused. 
Tears  are  felt  and  melt  In  the  smoking  wad. 


Part  V 
I  would  continue,  yet  I'm  not  sure  why  I  began 
and  can  find  no  place  to  go. 

I'm  left  to  have  destroyed  a  worlds  beauty  by  my  disregard, 
and  what  I  plant  could  never  grow  for  ever  to  be  what 
Life  had  once  been. 

Part  VI 
"Peter,  you're  on  to  something--I'm  sure  of  that,  but  why  can't 
you  see  where  he's  gone..." 

"No,  I  can't  but  if  you  would  only  look look  closely." 

"But  I'll  tell  you,  please  just  let  me  talk!" 
"Go  on." 
"All   right,    you   know   that  I  was  always  alone  when  I  was  young,  and 
played   in   the   feilds   during   July   and  there   was  always  a  scare  that 
somewhere,  if  I  ever  went  out  at  night  to  a  certain  matted  spot  in  the 
wheat,    that   my  father   says   the   wind  from   the  valley's  contour..." 

"Don't  think  about  any  of  that  now.Tnat's  not  what  we  are  talking 
about.^   We  have  to  know  when  he  went  and  why-  and  no  foolish  ghost. 

"Please,  lets  not  talk  about  that  any  more." 
Part  Vll 

Watering  with  rain  that  falls  every. night  I  feel  I  can  run,  and  smell, 
and  touch,  and  help  each  stem  to  grow  up  strongly  reaching  for  the 
sun. 

Part  Vlll 
Chatting  with  life,  Borarder  Avec  la  Vie,  Joshua  has  contracted 
eternity   by   planting  his   soul   in  place   of   creation,  and  helping  it  to 
grow  with  all  variation  and  fruit  of  almost  bursting  juice. 
Part  IX 
Planting  my  soul,  I  cry  and  say  goodbye  and  smile  to  know 
that  now  is  to  be  real. 

Rain  falls   about   my  being  and  growth  surrounds  my  purpose 
that  is  reaching  for  the  sun,  an  energy  and  a  birth. 

Each  part  proceeds   to  live  and  give  life  and  grow  and  replace 
and  continue  and  continue; 

Living  In  the  breeze  and  sighing  to  the  corn  that  cries  and  bows 
and  shares  my  life. 

Planting   my   soul   I  cry  and  know  that  watching  will  do  no  good 
at  all;  at  all,  I  smile  to  know  that  now  is  to  be  real. 

Part  X 
Pacing  off  fences,  Joshua  prefers  to  whistle  at  Intervals  of  posts,  and  he 
thinks  that  awful  things  had  happened  in  these  fields.   They'd  burned  once 
and  grown  back  as  the  season  began  again,  but  stronger  and  wUder  In 
ways.   Now  his  father  had  left  It  all  to  his  first  son  Joshua  to  understand 
and  care  for  somehow. 

Part  XI 

"Joshua  is  gone.  He  went  running  off,  talking  about  some  dare  to 
understand  the  fields.  I  hardly  understand.... just  something  about 
some  matted  hay  and  crying  voices  and..." 
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Part  Xll 
Joshua  steps  closer  and  sees  blood  and  starts,  and  feels  a  tingling 
in  his  toes  to  move  before  a  stem  would  pierce  his  sole  more  blood 
but  life  just  crawling  from  it,  a  small  whisp  of  straw,  the  delicate 
that  became  the  constant.  Further  being  pulled  Joshua  splits  the 
whispering  wheat  and  then  sees  a  head  slightly  above  the  level  of 
the  wild  growth.  Then,  he  fell  and  saw  a  body  and  cried,  "John." 
and  understood  that  this  is  where  his  son  had  run,  and  knew  that  he 
was  not  dead,  as  Joshua  fell  and  continued  to  fall 

Part  Xlll 
"It's  hopeless." 

Part  XIV 

My  head  just  raised,  is  slightly  singed  as  it 
peers  above  the  wildly  growing  forest  of  wheat  and  corn  and 
straw.   The  stake  that  is  wedged  at  my  base  is  decorated 
by  a  spiders  weaving  and  I  thank  him  for  his  crest. 
My  back  is  a  charcoal  pole,  and  my  soul  is  all  about 
me  within  the  soil,    my  eyes  are  still  busy  watching  my 
son  and  his,  and  hoping  that  the  rest  will  come,  for 
I've  found  a  place  beyond  myself  that  is  now  and  shall 
forever  be. 

The  straw  from  my  sleeves  burst  madly  in  flames 
and  bore  all  children. 
I  am;  but  not  alive,  and  can  only  call  the  rest  to  talk 

and  listen. 

Part  XV 

The  hummingbird's  thousands  of  motions  are  no  longer  wasted. 

The    butterfly    Is   not  alone   in  his   relaxation.     My  soul  and  all  else 

is   within  a   matted  place,   and   memory  that  recalls  a  turning  stage 

and    the   breeze  that  hushes   all   but  us   returns  our  faith  and  places 

grace  and  understanding  within  a  matted  place 

Bavarder  Avec    la    Vie. 
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te  amo    te  quiero      moucho 


to  you  desert  flower,  for  kemosabe: 
I,  a  tin  drum. 


you  were  two  as  one, 

but  In  the  grey  dawn 

you  have  a  tin  drum 

to  cry  for  those 

who  shred  his  dreams 

or  to  despair 

for  laughing  echoes 

and  drunken  poetry, 

or  to  interrogate  bitter  reason 

for  our  Homeric  journey. 
Let  the  tin  drum  sound  the  hollowness 

of  the  blind  man's  cup, 

the  drum  in  lament  for  your  emptiness. 
Let  the  tin  drum  be,  desert  flower, 

a  memory  song  for  Kemosabe, 

a  lullabye  for  Infant  tomorrow,  or 

I'll  be  a  poem  forever. 


[9H*f 
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•  ••♦•It*****************  ******** 


»****■***  ***■*•*****•***••*•***  *^ 


Get    Out       the    Boots! 


******  •*•*••*•*■***■•*••*  ***■*•**** 


A********************  ***•*•*•**• 


*•*•••*  ***•****••**•*•**•*•*•**** 
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W/rfi  a  revolotion  we  started, 
We  were  the  first  to  succeed 
We  juistified  our  actions. 
As  do  the  Vietnamese. 
But  they  are  only  farmers, 


how  can  they  suceed? 


We'll  make  them  friends  of  ours, 


Democracy  is  what  they  need. 


Don't  side  with  those  Commies, 


Our  way  of  life  is  out— of— sight. 


We'll  give  you  freedom  and  respect, 


and  for  the  first  time  in  10  years, 


Bernie     Diamond 


you'll  be  able  to  sleep  at  night- 
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Intensity  in  Motion  in  the  Form  of  Creation 


If  I  were  to  be  a  poet 

I  would  write  every  poem  the  same 

To  the  line  word  and  letter 

I  would  write  every  poem  the  same 

But  not  observe  in  phase,  for 

To  create,  I  could  never  porteay  the  same. 

If  I  were  a  child  again, 

Just  as  now  I  would  relive  always 

Most  terrifying  screams  of  fear 
And  anguish  of  pain  from  fear 

Of  that  chain  that  would  flog  and 

Evoke  each  time  a  different  scream  from  my  only 

Living  and  feeling  brain. 

If  I  were  to  be  a  musician 

As  we  all  are  in  some  way,  I  would 

Decorate  each  empty  moment  and  know  that 

There  is  no  greater  music  than  that  of  silence  alone. 

And    that    what    is   called   music   as 

Music  played  is  only  ornament  to  the  hanging  crystals  of  quiet, 

That  surround  each  sound. 

And  in  so  saying  I  would  not  mean  that 

Music  as  played  is  bad,  f9r  surely  if 
Great,  it  Is  that  thgught  that  so  controls  our 

Trances  that  so  follow  in  the  echo  of 

These  weaved  prayers,  as  sweetened  blossoms 

Of  wild  flowers  --  each  new,  and  bathing  In  originality 

That  a  finger  of  some  creatory  has  uniquely  touched. 

Now,  should  I  be  a  builder 
Well  studied  in  Pythagoras  and  the 
Natural  form  of  angles  that  reside  in  all  of  our 
World  from  beautiful  flight  to  the  mast  of  my  ship, 
And  so  understanding  the  structure  of  life  and 
Being  and  needing  conception  — 

I  would  be  a  builder  and  build  my 

World  around  me,  constructing  what  I  knew 

To  be  and  wished  would  be,  I  would  become  and  believe  in 

What  I  believe. 

Iwould  be  a  musician  and  play  each  intricate 

Note  that  I  would  compose  as  dictated  by  the  world 

Around  me  —  I  would  let  the  summer  lull  me  and 

Storms  arouse  me  and  I  would  be  and  play  what  I  perceived 

The  chords  of  trees  and  birds  and  people  and  space  to  be. 


I  would  be  a  poet  and  write  each  poem  the  same, 

To  the  line  of  their  structure  but  not  in  their  name,  and 

In  these  I  would  be  again  the  instrument  of  my  world, 

Nature    being    the    player,    as    I    would  sing  and  cry  and  build  and  write 

I  would  simply  be  the  voice  of  such  prayer  to  a  god  of  life  and 

Universe  to  whom  I  forever  call. 


If  I  were  a  child  still  I  would  be  a  man. 

If  I  wished  so  to  be  I'd  be  In  understanding 
Where  and  who  and  what  I  am  and  why  to  be 

Is  me  to  create  through  what  I  perceive  the 
World  to  beand  in  all  the  colour  and  harmony  and  Tightness  in 

My  angles  I  am  only  and  always  completely  praying  to  the 
God   Universe   that   soes   so  inspire, 

Conception  of  the  thought  that  leads  me  to  cry  out  again  in  horror 
Of  such  uncertain  chains  that  were  the  fingers  of  the  playing 
World  that  surrounds  and  explains  my  being.and  makes  me  a 
Man  wishing  he  were  again  bound  in  the  freedom  of  youth. 


F.  Balloon 
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The  Parasites 

The  Masters,  life  forms  so  advanced  that  they  were  pure    energy,  milled  around  the  universe 
trying  to  decide  if  their  energy  level    was  low    enough  so  that  they  would  have  to  eat  again.     (Their    eating 
consisted   of  consuming    two  or  three  dozen  planets  and  converting  the  mass  to  energy.) 

Looking  into  the  food  supply  they   discovered     »•"«•  »•»•  '<"♦  m«a'  several  planets  had  gone  bad, 
being    infested  with  those  troublesome  parasites,  human  beings. 

They  destroyed    those  planets  so  the  blight  wouldn't    spread,  and  then  got  together  and  ate 


linner. 


Dawn  Beverly 
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The  Cape's    Safurday 

Beauty,  as  truth,  explaining  to  me; 

How  sweef  life    is  to  see. 

Laying   down,  exhausted  from  this  pleasure. 

Impatient  to  begin  I  watched  the  sky  dying  from  its  gray. 

Beginning  now,  this  road; 

Twisting,  turning,  rolling,  not  caring; 

Where  it  may  lead  us. 


Beauty,  as  truth,  explaining  to  me; 

How  sweet  life    is  to  see. 

Laying   down,  exhausted  from  this  pleasure. 

I  know  now: 

Yesterday  is  sweet  from    life; 
Tomorrow  is  ripe  with  love. 


Once  I  stopped  and  walked  from  sand  to  water 

and  back  again; 

Sitting  now,  I  held  a  grain  of  sand; 

As  if  wished  by  me  the  sun  spoke  up  and  smiled  at  me 

Reflecting  its  intent  from  this  grain. 

The  wind  carried  sounds  to  me; 

Listening  to  what  may  be  heard; 

I  caught  the  faint  cry  of  a  seagull  near  by; 

Where  it  came,  I  could  not  see,  and; 

Where  it  went,  I  can  not  know. 

Sought  by  me  and.carried  with  the  wind; 

Came  the  freshness,  brushina  over  me. 

Just  now  a  wave  struggled  to  my  feet; 

Only  to  leave  again. 

Washed  my  feet  from  the  cities  lie. 

I  could  not  hide    my  joy. 

My  hair  combed  by  that  December  air; 

Crisp  and  clean  I  began  to  sing; 

And  watched  the  deep  blue  sky  from  my  loves  big  bright  eyes. 

Standing  now,  looking  here  and  there; 
The  glowing  sand  encouraged  me. 
The  water,  cold,  to  my  bare  feet; 
Soaking  me  as  I  ran. 

I  stopped  again  and  watched  the  lights; 
The  canal  berteath  my  eyes; 
Carving  it's  way  to  freedom. 
The  intensity  of  this  moment; 
Oh,  not  to  be  forgotten....! 


Paul  Hill 
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Now-Never 


Sunshine  coming  through  the  windows  and  the  jovial 
spirit  of  the  people  decorated  the  bare  cement  walls. 
Laughter  swirled  around  the  room.    Four  people.  Four 
people  seated  around  a  table.   Mankind  at  ease  with  It- 
self. 

Conversing  casually  with  each  other  they  relaxed 
against  the  chairs  as  the  smoke  from  the  cigarettes  eased 
up  to  the  celling  and  lulled  there  silently  watching. 

Attractive  people  all;  two  women, a  man,  a  youth. 
The  pretty  pepper  haired  women  was  talking  brightly 
with  the  shyly  animated  younger  one.   Enthusiasm  radia- 
ted around  the  room  and  permiated  the  air  with  it's 
essence. 

The  man  sat  back  amused,  watching,  and  absorbing, 
(observance  the  best  way  to  learn).   He  was  experienced 
in  the  ways  of  being  with  people.   His  blue  eyes  shone  In 
agreement  with  the  Issue  at  hand. 

The  youth,  bold  in  his  inadequacies,  catapulted  fore- 
ward  In  the  conversation;  to  be  wrong,  right,  hurt,  and 
hurt  again,  yet  always  correct. 

Discussion  of  politics  and  policies  reverberated 
through-out  the  room.  The  youth  leaned  foreward  to 
violently  disagree  with  the  women. 

The  argument  turned  to  a  heated  discussion. 

Eyes  flashed,  and  the  youth  jumped  to  his  feet  In 
anger.   He  returned  to  his  seat;  never  admit  defeat. 

Then  it  happened. 
Beyond  thought  and  Imagination. 
Someone  powerful  stepped  too  far. 
Nothing,  nothing  evermore. 


2D  awn       OS  ever  l i 
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Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies; 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 
Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 
But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 
into  something  rich  and  strange. 

W.  Shakespeare 


For  A  change 

There  must  B  change; 

Therefore,  Sea  Change. 


*  SWJJ&  #  ,LJLJL-  p  ^  Peace  Now. 

\Jnc*    upon    a    lime    tktre    was,    then,    tktre    waSn  I. 


""^  u.  V)^ed    ***** 

h*te  is  never  havinq  to  sa9  your  sorry.         ""  "" 

V-^"  ^I^S  1-2-3-4    w   don  t   want   uour  fuckin 


"o 


if 

^\*°    "N.  Don't  you  wish  every  one  did? 


His  heart  is  beating,  but  he  is  dead.     * 


r 


* 


-_/A#   world   is  full   of   wird  machines.    -Cap*    Cod  f-'oslmaslt 


